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LOVINGLY  DEDICATED  TO  MY  FRIENDS. 

"To  have  a  good  friend  is  one  of  the  highest  delights 
of  life.  Friendship  depends  not  upon  fancy,  imagina- 
tion or  sentiment,  but  upon  character,  and  real  friend- 
ship is  abiding.  To  be  a  whole  and  real  friend  is  worthy 
of  high  endeavor,  for  faith,  truth,  courage  and  loyalty 
bring  one  close  to  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven." 

"I  have  friends  in  spirit-land, 
Not  shadows  in  a  shadowy  land, 
Not  others,  but  themselves  are  they." 
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"CLASSIFIED  ADS." 

Now  read  the  Journal's  ad.  cartoons 
In  the  paper  every  day; 
Then  study  them,  and  you  will  find 
Just  what  you  want  to  say. 

The  story  told  there  is  so  cute, 
'Twill  surely  make  you  laugh ; 
To  see  the  way  the  ad.  is  put, 
By  one  of  Journal's  staff. 

What  you  desire,  just  make  it  known, 
And  you  will  be  surprised ; 
When  the  paper  puts  the  ad. 
Before  its  readers'  eyes. 

We  read  the  ad.,  and  there  is  found 
What  we've  been  looking  for ; 
The  price  to  pay,  and  where  to  go, 
The  Journal  makes  it  clear. 

The  thought  I  give  you  in  these  lines 
Is,  that  if  you're  wise, 
You  will  not  be  "behind  the  times," 
But  freely  advertise. 


2  Vervain;  Or, 

If  you  just  put  an  honest  ad. 
In  Journal,  'twill  soon  tell 
By  its  results,  but  if  a  fraud, 
It  will  not  do  so  well. 
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A  FAMOUS  CARTOON! 

When  Fate  wills  that  something  should  come 
to  pass  she  sends  forth  a  million  of  little  circum- 
stances to  prepare  the  way. — Thackeray. 

In  the  dark  days  of  war  in  1862, 

Doubt  and  fear  were  stirring  the  nation, 

Then   came   a   picture,    "Compromise   with   the 

South." 
It  was  publish'd — made  Nast's  reputation. 

Many  battles  fought  by  the  Union  were  lost, 
The  kill'd  and  wounded  in  numbers  were  great; 
To  continue  the  war  at  tremendous  cost, 
Then  what  would  be  the  decision  of  Fate? 

Peace  was  then  discuss'd  and  many  advised, 
Power  and  influence  of  press  were  then  shown, 
To  urge  war  to  go  on,  make  no  compromise, 
And  then  it  launch'd  forth  the  famous  cartoon! 

Half  of  it  was  us'd,  sent  out  by  the  million, 
It  was  seed-sowing  all  over  the  land, 
It  emphasiz'd  all  that  Peace  then  would  mean, 
In  a  way  all  persons  could  understand. 

It  reviv'd  courage  and  gave  strength  to  go  on, 
With  war  and  held  the  nation  together, 
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There  would  battles  be  lost,  and  victories  won, 
But  the  North  and  the  South  must  join  each 
other. 

E'en    now    the    cartoon    moves    heart    with    its 

pathos, 
Tragic  portrayal  of  what  Peace  implies, 
The  lesson  there  was  so  vividly  pictur'd, 
'Twas  seen  that  there  could  be  no  compromise. 

And  eyes  blur  with  tears  as  I  look  at  the  crutch, 
Of  soldier  standing  with  head  bowed  with  grief, 
I  realize  that  there  were  thousands  of  such, 
Who  gave  life  and  limb  that  the  nation  should 
live. 

He  is  stripped  of  his  arms,  leg  lost  in  the  war, 
An  army  blanket  U.  S.  is  display'd  ; 
Before  him  Columbia  is  weeping  and  there 
He  stands  at  head  of  memorial  grave. 

Stretched  out  above  stone,  hand  clasp'd  by  the 

South, 
Who  is  fully  arm'd  and  with  head  erect, 
One  foot  on  the  grave  his  confidence  shown, 
Oh,  what  a  picture — how  much  is  expressed. 

It  made  fame  for  the  author,  show'd  what  Peace 

would  mean, 
Said  Lincoln  and  others,  "pictures  of  Nast 
Are  best  recruiting  sergeant  nation  has  seen." 
Meaning  is  vividly  shown  in  their  cast. 
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Few  there  are  who  would  wish  to  bring  back 

the  past, 
We  who   have  liv'd  through  the  struggle  well 

know; 
Precious  the  thought  that  we  are  welded  at  last, 
And  that  we  are  friends  and  not  foes. 

When  we  think  of  the  price,  not  counting  the 

cost! 
A  nation  divided,  had  cause  been  lost. 
There  are  places  in  this  our  beautiful  land, 
Enrich'd  and  made  green  by  blood  of  the  slain. 

Grant  and  Lee  and  Stonewall  Jackson 
And  other  names  private  and  great, 
Belong  not  to  single  section; 
But  unto  the  United  States. 


Vervain;  Or, 


I  HAVE  STOOD  FACE  TO  FACE  WITH 
GOD  TO-NIGHT. 

It  was  after  the  battle  of  Belmont, 

While  watching  for  truce  exchange; 

Sanitary  Commission  was  waiting 

To  go  to  the  wounded  and  slain. 

From  field  had  come  the  call  of  the  dying, 

Water,  water,  help !  was  heard, 

And  while  the  shots  were  still  around  flying 

One  alone  was  undeterr'd. 

With  basket  fill'd  with  things  for  the  suff'ring, 

Heeding  not  danger  on  way ; 

She    with    'kerchief    on    stick    went    with    her 

off'ring, 
Had  heard  and  would  not  delay. 
She  had  been  well  known  as  a  social  belle, 
The  pleasures  of  life  her  aim; 
How  she  came  to  be  there  no  one  could  tell, 
Her  service  no  one  proclaim. 

About  thirty  or  more,  slender  in  frame, 

Moved  by  some  hidden  power; 

Her  badge  told  errand  without  giving  name, 

Went  to  these  soldiers  of  ours. 

Not  till  the  next  morn  was  she  seen  again,   . 

Face  and  hands  all  dab'led  with  blood; 

She  replied  to  the  request  to  refrain, 

Take  care — "I  came  to  do  good." 
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With  one  hand  on  a  shoulder  looking  so  white, 

Rev'rence  in  voice  scarcely  heard; 

Said  "I've  stood  face  with  God  to-night," 

Not  one  there  doubted  her  word. 

About  thirty,  so  slender  and  frail — 

Where  could  so  much  strength  be  hid; 

A  holy  purpose  to  consecrate  all, 

She  express'd  in  what  she  did. 

She  said  that  when  she  bent  o'er  the  dying 

Soldiers,  they  ask'd  her  to  pray; 

She  who  had  never  made  a  prayer,  trying, 

The  Spirit  taught  what  to  say. 

Taking  into  her  own  the  wounded  men's  hands, 

She  utter'd  prayer  for  their  good, 

And  when  she  was  through  she  oft  seem'd  to 

stand 
Into  the  presence  of  God. 

Who  gives  to  one  a  cup  of  cold  water, 
Said  the  Master,  gives  to  me; 
And  helpfulness  given  unto  men, 
Is  holiness  unto  Thee. 
A  song  would  often  be  call'd  for,  and  then 
The  request,  sing  "Home,  Sweet  Home"; 
Again  would  faintly  be  heard  the  "Amen" 
'When  song  was  through — call  had  come. 

When  she  look'd  into  faces  about  her, 

Where  wounded  and  dying  lay, 

She  gave  unto  all  comfort  and  service, 

In  hospital  day  by  day. 

Some  token  of  love  sent  to  those  held  dear, 

Parents,  wife,  sweetheart,  had  share; 


8  Vervain;  Or, 

A  memento  to  some  friend  far  or  near, 
Her  presence  was  cheering  there. 

The  letters  she  sent  went  into  the  homes 

Of  the  loved  ones  lying  there, 

With  letters  comfort,  cheer,  and  sympathy  came 

Into  anxious  hearts  burden'd  with  care. 

A  record  she  kept  of  things  that  were  done, 

In  a  tablet  with  address, 

A  short  sketch  of  the  gifts  and  words  of  some 

Were  lovingly  expressed. 

"I  thought  only  of  what  I  could  do  to  relieve 
And  was  lost  to  myself  as  to  what  I  should  say. 
Of  mind  and  strength  I  gave  all  I  could  give, 
Was  rewarded  in  smiles  and  words   day  after 

day. 
I  can  never  return  to  the  life  I  have  liv'd. 
Drawn  into  this  work,  I  have  "pass'd  under  the 

rod," 
And  night  after  night  and  day  the  sufl'ring  I've 

seen, 
It  seems  to  me  that  I've  stood  face  to  face  with 

God!" 
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GRAFT. 

Why  don't  you  call  it  stealing,  Bill, 
Instead  of  saying  graft? 
A  steal's  a  steal,  say  what  you  will, 
And  one  who  steals  is  thief. 

We  never  heard  of  graft  until 
Those  who  in  high  places 
Began  and  grabbed  their  millions, 
Dar'd  to  show  their  faces. 

The  more  they  get,  the  more  they  cheat, 
It  is  perfectly  outrageous 
The  way  they  scheme,  and  what  they  do, 
Seems  it  is  contagious. 

And  then  the  way  they  smirk  and  smile, 
They  would  cheat  a  brother, 
Just  hold  them  up  before  the  crowd, 
Let  them  see  each  other. 

If  I  could  have  my  way  awhile 

I'd  send  them  to  the  pen, 

The  place  where  they  might  smirk  and  smile, 

And  have  good  discipline. 
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WIRELESS  TELEGRAPHY. 

"There's  nothing  new  under  the  sun" 

Said  the  wise  man — it  may  be  so. 

Thoughts  which  follow  were  penn'd  by  one 

Who  liv'd  two  centuries  ago. 

A  few  years  ago  was  naught 

Of  wireless  telegraphy  told, 

And  yet,  we  here  see  the  germ  thought 

May  be  near  two  centuries  old. 

Pope  has  not  given  the  thought  a  name, 

But  the  idea  is  quite  clear; 

We  see  it  is  the  very  same, 

And  his  words,  I  will  give  them  here,  viz. : 

"As  on  the  smooth  expanse  of  chrystal  lakes, 

The  sinking  stone  at  first  a  circle  makes, 

The  trembling  surface  by  the  motion  stirr'd, 

Spreads  in  a  second  circle,  then  a  third; 

Wide  and  more  wide,  the  floating  rings  advance 

Till    all   the   watery   plain   and   to   the   margin 

dance. 
Thus   every   voice   and   sound,   when   first  they 

break, 
On  neighboring  air  a  soft  impression  make; 
Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move; 
That  in  its  turn  impels  the  next  above; 
Through  undulating  air  the  sounds  are  sent 
And  spread  o'er  all  the  fluid  elements.,, 
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The  thought  has  been  gaining  power — ■ 
Wisdom  to  use — guide  it,  you  see, 
It  is  express'd  in  this  age  of  ours, 
We  call  it  Wireless  Telepathy. 
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"THE  MAN  WITHOUT  A  COUNTRY." 

Respectfully  Dedicated  to  Edward  Everett  Hale, 

D.  D. 

The  glorious  flag  of  our  country   revered  on 

land  and  sea, 
Ever  marching  onward  and  upward,  the  symbol 

of  the  free. 
We'll  rally  around  it,  be  loyal  and  true; 
Are  proud  of  our   standard — "the   red,   white, 

and  blue." 

"We  are  our  own  fates, 
Our  own  deeds  are  our  doomsmen." 

Have  you  ever  read  the  story  by  Edward  Everett 
Hale, 

Of  "the  Man  Without  a  Country?" — such  a  pa- 
thetic tale. 

'Tis  thrilling  in  its  interest,  and  tragic  in  its  fate ; 

But  the  lesson  that  it  teaches — is  living,  up  to 
date. 

Our  country  was  insulted  by  the  words  in  pas- 
sion spoke, 

Then  a  lifelong  expiation  the  sentence  did  in- 
voke: 
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And  the  man  who  spake  defiance  was  made  to 

understand, 
He  could  live  without  a  country — but  not  upon 

the  land. 

Officers  were  courtmartialed,  Nolan  among  the 

rest, 
In  the   army   a   lieutenant  of   "Legion  of  the 

West" 
He  had  done  much  faithful  service  for  which  he 

had  to  show 
His  uniform,  and  the  sword  he  wore — these  his 

country  did  bestow. 

He  in  a  passion  of  frenzy  curs'd  the  land  of  his 

birth, 
The    land   our    fathers    died    for — the    greatest 

country  on  earth. 
Men   were    there    who    had    risk'd    their    lives, 

fought  in  "76." 
They  were  shock' d  at  the  young  man's  oath  and 

stood  as  if  transfix'd. 

From  his  sworn  duty  and  service  he  had  been 

drawn  aside, 
By  one  attractive  and  brilliant  who  had  hardly 

a  bribe; 
One  who  was  looking  for  subject,  over  whom 

he  could  reign, 
And    establish   a   kingdom   within   the   nation's 

domain. 

This    sentence    prisoner    heard    and    he    lightly 
laugh'd  in  room. 
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"United  States  you'll  never  hear  in  all  the  years 

to  come." 
The  Court  stood  aghast!  and  the  awe-stricken 

conscience  was  bow'd, 
At  its  terrible  import! — not  a  whisper  was  in 

the  crowd. 

Let  no  one  name  United   States — no  word  of 

home — he  hears 
The  orders  of  the  marshall  when  they  fell  on 

Nolan's  ears. 
His  wish  express'd  shall  be  fulfill'd,  in  this  we 

do  agree, 
That  Phillip  Nolan's  home  in  future  shall  be  on 

the  sea. 

Condemn'd  to  live  on  water  during  all  the  com- 
ing years, 

No  word  of  home  or  country,  he  ever  again 
should  hear. 

He  could  live  without  a  country — never  again 
should  know 

The  progress  she  was  making,  the  glory  she 
might  show. 

From  ship  unto  ship  he  was  passed  when  sail- 
ing around, 

Not  less  than  a  hundred  or  more  miles  from 
his  country's  ground. 

There  was  no  landing  for  him  when  the  ship 
was  within  port, 

And  he  intensely  realized  the  sentence  of  the 
Court. 
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When   the  others   were   receiving  and   sending 

home  the  news, 
On  the  vessels  which  they  met,  giving  chance 

unto  the  crews ; 
Poor  Nolan  alone  no  favor  received  in  the  least, 
And  his  sentence  will  remain  just  as  had  been 

passed. 

"The  Lay  of  Last  Minstrel,"  that  beautiful  poem 

by  Scott, 
A  party  on  the  deck,  with  Nolan,  were  reading 

by  lot, 
The  poet's  portrayal  so  vividly  mirror'd  his  past, 
He  struggled,  and  stammered,  and  choked — and 

at  last. 

He  flung  book  into  the  water  and  to  his  cabin 

went, 
Where  for  two  months  or  more,  he  the  time  in 

solitude  spent. 
And  when  again  seen  a  change  had  passed  over 

the  man — 
A  companion  no  more,   he  seem'd   so  reserv'd 

and  so  calm. 

That    rioting   on   the   vessel   only   Nolan    could 

quell, 
By   understanding  their   language,    he   pictured 

home  well. 
The  savages  hugg'd  him  and  kiss'd  him,  which 

showed  what  they  felt, 
And  Nolan's  agoniz'd  passion  would  the  hardest 

heart  melt. 
His  words  to  a  comrade  I'll  never  forget/ 
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I  hear  it,  I  feel  it,  it  thrills  through  me  yet. 
With  the  pen  I'll  sketch  a  few  words  of  it  here, 
So  earnest,  so  vivid,  impassion'd  and  clear. 

THE   SERMON. 

"And  your  country,  boy,  and  the  words  rattled 
in  his  throat,  and  for  that  flag,  pointing  to  the 
ship,  never  let  a  night  pass  but  you  pray  God 
to  bless  that  flag.  Remember,  boy,  that  behind 
all  these  men  you  have  to  do  with,  behind  offi- 
cers and  government,  and  people  even,  there  is 
the  country — that  you  belong  to  her  as  to  your 
own  mother.  When  I  said  by  all  that  is  holy  I 
had  never  thought  of  anything  else,  he  almost 
in  a  whisper  said,  "Oh,  if  anybody  had  said  that 
to  me  when  I  was  of  your  age !" 

Books  of  home  and  country  from  him  were  kept 

away, 
Clippings  cut  from  papers  told  all  that  words 

could  say; 
Then  as   the   social  chat  would  stop   when  he 

drew  near, 
He  knew  what  was  the  theme  he'd  so  much  like 

to  hear. 

And  the  cross  which  ofttimes  seem'd  more  than 

he  could  bear, 
Bowl'd    his    soul   with   grief   that   border'd   on 

despair ; 
A  life's  remorse — for  words  that  could  not  be 

unsaid ! 
To  his  country  in  future  he  was  as  one  dead. 
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Think  what  it  means  in  music — no  "Star- 
Spangled  Banner"  heard, 

"America,"  our  nation's  anthem — an  unspoken 
word ; 

And  "Home,  Sweet  Home,"  that  song  of  love, 
which  is  so  dear  to  all, 

Never  again  on  Nolan's  ear  should  words  and 

music  fall. 
One  night  in  his  cabin  the  bugle  notes  fell  on 

his  ear, 
That    in    oppressive    stillness    were    beautiful, 

sweet  and  clear; 
Echoes  came  back  to  ship,  distinctly  repeating 

strain, 
Nolan   paus'd   enraptured,   to   hear   it  repeated 

again. 

THE    CLOSING    SCENE. 

Come,  comrades,  we'll  draw  nearer 
And  look  upon  the  scene, 
Where  Phillip  Nolan's  dying 
Before  his  country's  shrine. 

A  friend  is  sitting  near  him 
Who  breaks  express  command, 
Answers  all  his  eager  questions 
About  his  native  land. 

His  tiny  flag — what  pathos, 
And  here  is  clearly  seen 
The  burning  patriotic  life, 
Entomb'd  his  heart  within. 
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A  map  he  has  before  him 
As  he  thinks  it  ought  to  be, 
With  states  that  should  be  added 
Since  his  home  was  on  the  sea. 

Now  tell  me  of  my  country, 
Oh,  do  not  say  me  nay. 
You  see  that  I  am  dying, 
And  have  not  long  to  stay. 

I  ask  that  I  be  buried 
When  e'er  the  time  shall  come, 
Shrouded  in  our  nation's  flag, 
In  the  sea  so  long  my  home. 

Oh,  be  loyal  to  her  colors, 
With  brave  hearts  tried  and  true; 
Remember  all  they  stand  for, 
And  what  they've  done  for  you. 

To  half  a  century's  progress 
Condens'd  in  hour  of  time, 
He  listen'd  with  attention — 
With  look  almost  sublime. 

He  was  not  told  of  Civil  War, 
But  "Legion  of  the  West," 
Command  by  gallant  officer, 
Grant,  one  of  nation's  best. 

He  pass'd  away  so  gently 
When  he  was  all  alone, 
With  smile  on  face  serene, 
We  could  not  think  he'd  gone. 


Favorite  Poems  19 

"And  watching  that  face,  you  would  scarce  pause 
to  guess 

The  years  which  its  careworn  lines  might  ex- 
press, 

Feeling  only  what  suffering  with  these  must 
have  past 

To  have  perfected  there  so  much  sweetness  at 
last. 

No  life  can  be  pure  in  its  purpose  and  strong  in 
its  strife 

And  all  life  not  be  purer  and  stronger  thereby." 

Our  Country !  we  salute  thee ! 

And  thank  our  God  above, 

That  we  have  a  country 

That  has  a  nation's  love 

And  the  "Star-Spangled  Banner,"  may  it  ever 

wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the 

brave. 
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PRINTER'S  INK. 

Do  what  you  will,  you  cannot  think, 
The  power  there  is  in  printer's  ink. 
It  moves  the  world  for  good  or  ill 
By  forces  oft  invisible. 

It  tells  your  "Wants,"  makes  known  the  "Sales," 
The  "Lost,"  the  "Found,"  through  all  the  mails; 
The  single  ad.  a  thousandfold 
Is  multiplied  and  brings  the  gold! 

The  "Rooms  to  Rent,"  the  price  to  pay, 
The  progress  made  from  day  to  day; 
The  "Real  Estate"  who  buys  and  sells 
In  printer's  ink  the  paper  tells. 

It  brings  the  news  before  your  eyes 
In  Paragraphs  condens'd  concise; 
It  is  the  truth,  as  we  have  heard. 
"The  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword." 

If  you've  a  want  and  cannot  think 
What's  best  to  do,  use  printer's  ink 
And  have  the  paper,  if  you're  wise. 
In  "Wanted,"  there  to  advertise!" 
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OUT  OF  A  JOB. 

I've  tramped  the  street  from  morning  till  night, 
Looking  for  work — there's  none  in  sight; 
And  with  agonized  heart  I've  prayed — 
"Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread." 

My  capital  is  this  physical  frame 
Through  which  I  toil  for  home  and  name; 
But  what  can  I  do  after  all  is  said? 
No  job  to  earn  my  daily  bread! 

There's  Mary  so  patient,  she  strives  to  hide 
All  she  feels,  but  I  know  she's  cried ; 
For  she  and  the  children  need  to  be  fed — 
But  where  comes  in  the  daily  bread? 

I  met  my  friend  across  the  way, 

Grasp'd  his  hand — How  are  you  to-day? 

A  friendly  clasp,  and  though  nothing  was  said, 

His  looks  express'd  his  needed  bread! 

Labor  and  Capital  have  great  power, 
To  adjust  things  in  this  world  of  ours, 
But  still  the  cry  is  from  thousands  unfed— 
"Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread!" 

Your  library  gifts  to  you  seem  grand, 
Fruit  of  tariff  and  toilers'  hands ; 
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Your    beautiful    churches    where    prayers    are 

said — 
What  I  need  most  is  daily  bread! 

With  a  larder  full  and  account  in  bank, 
With  real  estate — for  all  you  thank; 
Do  you  think  you  can  feel  when  all  is  said, 
"Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread  ?" 

The  tariff  and  trusts  are  a  mine  of  gold, 
Controll'd  by  a  few  who  power  hold ! 
To  crush  the  poor — Is  Humanity  dead? 
Thousands  are  crying  for  their  bread. 

Forgive  me — for  I  was  tempted  to-day, 
To  be  a  "Val  Jean"  where  I  saw  the  display 
Of  food  we  needed — but  I  only  prayed — 
"Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread." 

Now  what  shall  I  do?    I'm  willing  to  work. 
I  want  a  job — and  I'll  not  shirk; 
Give  me  work,  for  that  I've  prayed — 
That  I  may  earn  my  daily  bread. 

My  children  are  hungry — the  coal  is  gone, 
My  wife  needs  help,  she  is  alone ; 
My  rent  is  due,  and  must  be  paid — 
But  tell  me  how  we  shall  get  bread? 

Now  how  can  we  manage  to  decently  live 
With  work  denied — nothing  to  give? 
Out  of  a  job — when  all  is  said: 
How  shall  we  get  our  daily  bread? 


Favorite  Poems  23 

Give  us  work  and  we'll  do  all  we  can 
To  help  ourselves  and  our  fellow  man; 
The  poor  ye  have  with  you,  the  Master  said, 
And  the  prayer  express'd  for  daily  bread. 
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LOVERS  YET. 

Ah  give  us  a  song  that  shall  touch  the  heart, 
Make  better  the  lives  of  men, 
A  song  that  shall  live  in  music  and  art, 
And  these  are  the  words  I  send. 

Lovers  yet,  lovers  yet, 
These  are  the  words  I  send — lovers  yet. 

Lover  and  sweetheart,  man  and  wife, 
Through  fifty  years  of  marired  life, 
Endearing  names  and  lover's  kiss, 
As  days  go  by  are  never  missed. 

Lovers  yet,  lovers  yet. 
These  are  the  words  I  send — lovers  yetl 

The  chivalry  shown  in  wooing  days, 
Is  still  expressed  in  many  ways, 
And  courtly  mien,  and  charming  grace 
Are  shown  in  bearing,  form,  and  face. 

Lovers  yet,  lovers  yet, 
These  are  the  words  I  send,  lovers  yet ! 

To  her  he's  been  a  lover  rare, 
And  she  to  him  a  sweetheart  dear, 
Sing  it  over  and  over  again, 
In  tender  notes  the  sweet  refrain, 

Lovers  yet,  lovers  yet, 
These  are  the  words  I  send,  lovers  yet ! 
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And  now  since  she  has  "crossed  the  bar," 
He  longs  to  go  where  "mansions"  are, 
To  join  the  throng  in  that  blest  land, 
And  touch  again  the  "vanished  hand," 

Lovers  yet,  lovers  yet, 
These  are  the  words  I  send,  lovers  yet! 
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MY  VALENTINE. 

I  have  the  nicest  Valentine 
That  ever  you  did  see; 
He  greets  me  cheery  every  time, 
We  never  disagree. 

He  always  has  some  pleasant  news, 
And  that  is  a  sure  sign ; 
He  does  not  often  have  the  blues, 
My  model  valentine. 

He  neither  swears,  nor  smokes,  nor  chews, 
Takes  a  decided  stand; 
Against  all  vice,  the  virtues  choose, 
He  is  a  manly  man. 

My  Valentine  and  I  intend 
To  spend  our  honeymoon, 
In  taking  trip  around  the  world, 
And  we  will  do  it  soon. 

We'll  visit  all  the  noted  towns, 
And  gather  (or  combine)  all  the  news; 
We'll  see  the  sights,  the  world  around, 
Through  Stoddard  and  his  Views. 

On  our  return  we  do  intend 
To  have  a  cosy  home, 
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With  latch  string  ever  out  for  friends, 
Whene'er  they  choose  to  come. 
My  Valentine  you'll  always  find, 
A  gentleman,  polite  and  kind. 
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'TENDER  AND  TRUE." 

{Respectfully    Dedicated    to    Captain    Sigsbee, 
Commander  of  the  Maine.) 

"Tender  and  true"  I'll  be  to  you, 
Was  what  Robin  said  to  me, 
Then  went  aboard  a  man-of-war 
For  three  years'  service  on  sea, 
Tender  and  true,  tender  and  true 
I'll  be  to  you. 

He  playfully  said  as  he  kissed  the  flag, 
Pinning  it  on  his  lapel, 
You  see  my  dear,  you've  a  rival  here, 
"Old  Glory"  we  all  love  well. 

Tender  and  true,  tender  and  true, 
I'll  be  to  you. 

Oh !  we  were  mute  when  he  gave  salute, 
From  our  eyes  did  tear-drops  start, 
Never  fear!  I  carry  you  here 
Where  you're  enshrin'd  in  my  heart. 
Tender  and  true,  tender  and  true 
I'll  be  to  you. 

When  I  return  with  honors  won 
I'll  claim  my  bride  who  will  be? 
The  clasp  of  hand  and  lover's  kiss, 
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Spoke  far  more  than  words  to  me. 
Tender  and  true,  tender  and  true 
I'll  be  to  you. 

Robin  was  loyal,  brave  and  true, 
But  he  came  not  back  again; 
He  was  one  of  the  gallant  crew 
Who  went  down  with  the  Maine. 
Tender  and  true,  tender  and  true 
Is  my  sorrowing  heart's  refrain. 
Tender  and  true  to  the  loyal  crew: 
We  shall  ever  remember  the  Maine. 
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THE  PRESS! 

Just  think  of  it,  reader ;  the  stories  sent  out, 
Through  mail  and  by  rail  are  scatter'd  about, 
Then  enter  the  homes  of  the  rich  and  the  poor; 
Are  read  and  enjoy'd  as  never  before. 

Some  single  clipping  that  is  yellow  with  age, 
From  old  scrapbook  taken,  put  on  white  page  ; 
Ten  thousandfold  multipled  by  press  and  pen, 
Is  given  place  in  the  new  magazine. 

From  the  stories  and  clippings  at  a  great  cost, 
Fragments  are  gather'd  that  nothing  be  lost, 
And  are  put  in  new  form,  and  sent  out  again, 
To  strengthen  the  heart  and  nourish  the  brain. 

In  the  Word  we're  told  of  the  Master  who  fed 
Multitude  with  two  fishes — five  loaves  of  bread; 
We  see  here  express'd  in  a  vitalized  way, 
Energized  forces  the  world  moves  to-day. 
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A  TRUE  INCIDENT. 

Patter,  patter  came  the  feet, 
On  the  cold,  the  frozen  street, 
As  I  hasten'd  on  my  way 
To  catch  train  without  delay. 

Early  morn,  I  rush'd  along, 
And  the  feet  still  hurried  on, 
I  turn'd  and  saw  a  little  child 
Whose  feet  were  bare,  and  she  srmTd. 

What  do  you  want?  I  asked  her, 
"Oh,  please  give  me  a  flower," 
Flow'r  she  saw  as  I  pass'd  by 
On  my  wrap — it  caught  her  eye. 

I  the  wilted,  faded  flow'r 
Gave  to  her,  and  wish'd  for  more, 
She  pointed  to  wretched  home, 
Brightness  in  her  heart  had  come. 

She  kiss'd  the  flow'r  to  my  surprise, 
I  told  her  as  tears  fill'd  my  eyes, 
Put  it  in  water  to  revive. 
"Oh,  I  hope  that  it  will  live !" 

I  often  think  we  lightly  prize 
These  gifts  so  free  before  our  eyes, 
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Many  there  are  who  never  see 
Such  flow'rs  as  given  to  you  and  me. 

Sometimes  when  my  memory's  stirred 
By  lovely  flower  or  singing  bird, 
My  thoughts  go  to  that  early  morn 
And  the  little  child  who  follow'd  on. 

And  when  I  throw  a  flower  away 
The  grateful  look  of  child  that  day 
Oft  comes  to  me — and  through  the  years, 
Again  the  childish  voice  seems  near. 
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GETTYSBURG. 

"Lest  We  Forget,  Lest  We  Forget!" 

Tell  it  in  song  that  the  people  may  hear 
How  the  Union  was  saved  in  that  year ; 
How  forces  were  gather'd  throughout  the  land, 
And  came  at  the  call  of  the  Chief's  command. 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

They  came  from  the  North,  South,  East  and  the 

West, 
From  homes  in  the  nation  went  forth  the  best; 
The  Stars  and  the  Bars  in  deadly  array, 
For  a  field  contested  the  three  long  days. 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

And  the  call  was  made  again  and  again, 
To  fill  up  the  ranks,  we  must  have  more  men; 
And  our  eye  can  mark  by  the  years  so  green, 
The  spots  where  the  greatest  carnage  has  been! 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

Each  fought  for  a  cause  held  dearer  than  life, 
They  sacrific'd  all  they  had  in  the  strife; 
Sing  it  o'er  and  o'er  and  tell  it  again, 
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The  life  of  nation  was  sav'd  by  her  men. 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

The  desolate  homes,  and  the  mourning  hearts, 
In  the  terrible  conflict  have  a  part ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  nation  thrills  to-day 
For  the  soldiers  dead,  the  Blue  and  the  Gray ! 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

We'll  change  the  scene — Before  us  stands 
Our  nation's  chief,  majestic,  grand; 
And  we  know  as  we  look  around 
That  we  are  in  "hallowed  ground !" 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

His  words  are  few,  sublime  in  sense — 
And  made  immortal  by  events; 
What  we  say  here  will  soon  be  lost, 
It's  what  they  did,  that  highty  host : — 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

That,  must  forever  have  a  part, 
Be  enshrin'd  in  the  nation's  heart! 
For  us  the  sacred  task  remains 
To  prove  they  have  not  died  in  vain. 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

The  roll  is  call'd,  the  story  told, 
The  price  can  ne'er  be  paid  in  gold; 
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Ranks  grow  less  of  the  G.  A.  R. — 
As  one  by  one  they  cross  the  bar. 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 
Gettysburg. 

Shall  we  attempt  to  count  the  cost? 
What  it  would  mean  had  cause  been  lost? 
"With  malice  tow'rds  none  and  love  for  all" — 
"United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall." 
We'll  ne'er  forget,  we'll  ne'er  forget 
Our  Lincoln  and  our  Gettysburg. 
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"EXPRESSION  IS  THE  DRESS  OF 
THOUGHT." 

This  is  my  introduction, 
Unto  Edmund  Vance  Cook, 
I  ne'er  saw  his  name  before 
I  read  these  lines  in  book,  viz. : — 

"  'Tis  not  the  weight  of  jewel  or  plate, 

Nor  the  fondle  of  silk  and  fur; 

'Tis  the  Spirit  in  which  the  gift  is  rich, 

As  the  gifts  of  the  Wise  men's  were; 

And  we're  not  told  whose  gift  was  gold, 

Or  whose  was  the  gift  of  myrrh." 

I  call  that  a  perfect  gem, 

As  is  not  often  heard 

And  oft  quote  it  in  my  mind — 

Put  into  fitting  words. 

When  I  see  the  author's  name 
I  always  read  his  lines; 
He  may  be  not  unknown  to  fame, 
The  thought  express'd  is  mine. 
What  he  writes,  if  you  but  look 
You  will  enjoy  E.  V.  Cook. 
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A  NATIONAL  FLOWER. 

A  spray  of  broom  stuck  in  helmet, 
Gave  name  to  a  royal  line ; 
A  sentence  has  chang'd  the  current 
In  weighty  affairs  of  men. 

Why  is  it  that  our  own  country 
Has  not  its  national  flow'r? 
Which  is  a  chord  of  comradeship, 
Between  the  rich  and  the  poor. 

Ireland  has  chosen  the  shamrock, 
England  has  taken  the  rose ; 
Old  Scotland  loves  the  thistle, 
And  France  the  Fleur  de  Lis. 

Each  has  some  historic  legend 
To  which  their  flower  gave  birth ; 
Which  placed  it  before  the  nation, 
As  the  symbol  of  their  faith. 

A  national  badge  of  friendship, 
Wherever  seen  or  worn; 
To  the  wearer  giving  prestige, 
As  though  to  the  manor  born. 

Have  we  not,  too,  some  incident 
That  could  be  turned  to  power? 
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And  that  might,  with  a  good  intent, 
Bring  out  our  national  flow'r. 

There's  beauty  in  our  Golden-Rod, 
In  the  corn  is  food  and  wealth ; 
Both  would  symbolize  the  power, 
Might  toast  the  nation's  health! 

The  sentiment — precaution, 

With  riches,  well  combine; 

In  the  Golden-Rod  and  corn  of  ours, 

Would  most  beautifully  twine. 
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THACKERAY. 

He's  one  of  my  favorite  authors, 

I  know  his  books  are  not  much  read; 

Out  of  style,  and  date,  they  may  be, 

But  their  influence  is  not  dead. 

I  always  feel  when  I  read  them 

That  the  author  is  very  near; 

His  personality's  the  charm, 

That  stamps  his  thought,  and  makes  him  clear. 

He's  unflinching  in  his  candor, 

And  impatient  with  false  pretense; 

He  lov'd  the  noble  and  human, 

His  style  was  himself  the  essence. 

What  beautiful  thoughts  he  gives  us, 

His  humor  is  surpassingly  rich; 

What  pathos  is  in  Pendennis, 

And  his  snobs,  we  see  them  as  such! 

Vanity  Fair — what  a  portrayal! 

Panorama  before  our  eyes, 

The  shifting  scenes  seem  so  real, 

We  wonder  they  were  not  more  wise. 

Now,  Thackeray  and  our  Irving 

Appear  congenial  minds; 

Both  have  a  rich  fund  of  humor 

And  both  were  exceedingly  kind. 
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"THE  BLUES." 

Well,  Sally,  what's  the  matter  now? 
Your  face  has  such  a  frown; 
There  is  a  scowl  upon  your  brow, 
Corners  of  mouth  turn  down! 

I've  got  the  Blues,  I've  got  the  Blues ! 
The  trouble  is,  I've  got  the  Blues. 

Well,  just  stand  before  the  mirror, 
Put  on  a  pleasant  smile; 
Cultivate  the  happy  habit, 
And  prove  it  worth  your  while — 
To  cure  the  Blues,  to  cure  the  Blues ! 
I  tell  you,  it  will  cure  the  Blues. 

I  am  sure,  for  I  have  tried  it, 
And  now  when  I  feel  blue; 
I  just  smile  before  my  mirror, 
And  that  is  all  I  do ! 

It  kills  the  Blues,  it  kills  the  Blues ! 
You  bet,  it  kills  the  Blues  1 
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PUBLICITY. 

Do  you  want  a  name  for  some  new  magazine 
That  will  think  what  it  says,  and  say  what  it 

means  ? 
I  give  it  here,  dub  it  Publicity — name — 
Then  launch  it,  the  true  and  the  false  to  pro- 
claim. 

Take  the  spurious  ads.  and  to  them  show  light, 
Let  the  people  see  just  what  they  think  is  right, 
Give  place  to  literature,  science  and  art, 
With  a  good  critic  for  each  to  have  a  part. 

Have  morals  and  politics  given  a  place, 
Society,  also  with  suitable  space. 
In  fine,  have  current  topics  freely  discuss'd, 
Agitate,  educate,  we'll  enjoy  it  most. 

Publicity,  like  "Bradstreet,"  to  which  we  turn, 
And   find  there  just  what  we  are  wishing  to 

learn — 
Of  something  the  public  is  thinking  about; 
You  see,  it's  a  monthly  we'll  not  do  without. 

i 
The  uplift  it  would  prove  in  our  times  to-day, 

I   tell   you,   commercially,    I   believe   it   "would 

pay." 
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And    the    question    soon    would    be    frequently 

heard, 
Have  you  seen  "Publicity's"  latest  record? 

I  now  give  this  trade  mark  without  any  prize, 
And  if  you  make  use  of  it,  you  will  be  wise. 
"Publicity,"  as  I  have  hinted  before, 
Could  be  made  a  tremendous  lever  of  power. 

For  it  would  stimulate  higher  ideals, 

For  the  spurious  it  would  substitute  real, 

As  the  search  light  of  truth  would  bring  out  the 

best, 
Develop  the  good,  and  weed  out  the  worst. 
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OUR  PASTOR. 

"O,  may  I  join  the  choir  invisible 

Of  those  immortal  dead  who  live  again 

In  minds  made  better  by  their  presence !' 

Such  was  the  life  of  our  pastor, 
Who  with  us  lived  so  many  years; 
He  still  lives  in  lives  made  better, 
By  his  living  long  with  us  here. 

His  life  a  shining  example 
Of  the  noble,  the  pure,  and  good; 
Lever  of  strength — inspiration 
To  higher  aims  and  brotherhood. 

He  went  in  and  out  among  us, 
And  was  always  a  welcome  guest; 
Seem'd  part  of  our  very  nature — 
His  leaving — cannot  be  express'd. 

Wherever  was  sorrow — trouble, 
Our  pastor  was  sure  to  be  there, 
Giving  sympathy  and  counsel ; 
Their  interests  he  seem'd  to  share. 

His  picture  hangs  in  many  homes, 
In  honor'd  place  with  high  estate, 
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Gives  welcome  look  to  all  who  come, 
We  know  "the  good  alone  are  great." 

The  memory  of  our  pastor 
Is  lovingly  cherish'd  here, 
His  name  is  held  in  reverence, 
As  the  friend  and  the  pastor  dear. 

The  old  Manse  is  much  the  same, 

As  it  was  when  he  lived  there, 

In  modern  homes  there's  been  great  change, 

In  which  the  Manse  has  had  no  share. 

The  beautiful  lawn,  stately  trees, 
With  vines  climbing  over  the  porch. 
The  flow'rs  there,  and  the  busy  bees, 
All  in  place,  but  the  dear  old  church. 

A  beautiful  house  for  worshiping, 
Has  taken  the  place  of  the  old, 
But  associations  around  cling 
To  old  church  that  cannot  be  told. 
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THE  GOOD  SAMARITAN! 

She  gather'd  clothes  laid  aside  for  the  poor, 
Wrote  kind  note  to  few  of  her  friends, 
Describing  the  needs,  right  here  at  the  door, 
And  ask'd  them  their  assistance  to  lend. 

She  found  some  work  for  the  father  to  do, 
The  mother  strengthen'd  in  way  of  her  need; 
And  in  home  was  a  new  atmosphere,  too, 
By  this  wise,  good  Samaritan  deed! 

The  children  are  bright  and  winning  in  looks, 
I  believe  had  I  kept  on  my  way; 
With  the  conditions  I'd  be  reading  books. 
With  own  duty  as  on  the  first  day. 

The    lesson    then    taught,    I've    thought    much 

about, 
See  neighbor's  needs  in  many  new  lights, 
What  Jesus  would  do  we  need  have  no  doubt, 
Food,  clothes,  help — Samaritan  bright. 

The  trouble  with  some,  who  willing  to  give, 
Is  the  desire  to  work  in  their  way; 
Where  by  no  self-denial  they  believe, 
And  oft  say,  after  all,  does  it  pay? 

The  brotherhood  has  humanities  slain, 
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Deny  yourselves  for  sake  of  others, 
Social  amusements,  and  gratified  aims, 
Have  first  place  instead  of  our  brothers. 

The  time  must  come  when  all  find  a  level, 
When  the  six  feet  of  earth  and  no  more, 
Our  past  life  will  be  treasur'd  up  ever, 
With  no  distinction  between  rich  and  poor. 


OUR    NEWEST    ISSUES 


q. 
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By  Wilbert  C.  Blakeman. 
The  Black  Hand 1.50 

By  John  W.  Bennett. 
Roosevelt  and  the  Republic 1.50 

By  Hon.  Joseph  M.  Brown. 

(Governor  of  Georgia.) 

Astyanax — An  Epic  Romance 1.50 

By  John  Tracy  Mygatt. 
What  I  Do  Not  Know  of  Farming 75 

By  Esmee  Walton. 
Aurora  of  Poverty  Hill 1.50 

By  Josephine  Merwin  Cook. 
Bandana  Days .75 

By  Howard  James. 
The  Wraith  of  Knopf  and  Other  Stories 1.00 

By  George  Fuller  Golden. 
My  Lady  Vaudeville  and  Her  White  Rats. ...  2.00 

By  J.  A.  Salmon-Maclean. 

Leisure  Moments  1.00 

A  Stricken  City 50 


OUR    NEWEST    ISSUES 
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By  James  A.  Ritchey,  Ph.D. 
Psychology  of  the  Will $1.50 

By  Charles  Hallock,  M.  A. 
Peerless  Alaska 1.00 


By  Dwight  Edwards  Marvin. 

Prof.  Slagg  of  London 1.50 

The  Christman  1.50 

By  Caroline  Mays  Brevard. 
Literature  of  the  South 1.50 

By  Susan  Archer  Weiss. 
Home  Life  of  Poe  (3d  ed.) 1.50 

By  Irving  Wilson  Voorhees,  M.D. 
Teachings  of  Thomas  Henry  Huxley  (2d  ed.).   1.00 

By  Mrs.  Annie  Riley  Hale. 
Rooseveltian  Fact  and  Fable z.oo 

By  Hon.  D.  W.  Higgins. 
The  Mystic  Spring 1.50 

By  Edith  Nicholl  Ellison. 
The   Burnt-Offering    1.25 


OUR    NEWEST    ISSUES 
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By  Alexandre  Erixon. 
The  Vale  of  Shadows 1.50 

By  Mrs.  Josephine  M.  Clarke. 
The  King  Squirrel  of  Central  Park  (Juvenile) .     .60 

By  William  N.  Freeman. 
St.  Mammon   1.50 

By  Mrs.  I.  Lowenberg. 
The   Irresistible   Current 1.50 

By  M.  Y.  T.  H.  Myth. 

Tales  of  Enchantment 1.00 

A  Tale  Confided  by  the  Woods 75 

By  Ida  Blanche  Wall. 
Comedy  of  Petty  Conflicts 1.25 

By  Elizabeth  Helene  Freston. 

Poems  (portrait)  beautifully  bound 1.00 

Italians  Fornarina  (leather) 3.00 

Compiled  by  Darwin  W.  Esmond. 
Poetry  of  Childhood,  by  Paul  Warner  Esmond 
(Memorial  Edition)   1.50 


Sam  S.  &  Lee  Shubert 

direct  the  following  theatres  and  theatrical 
attractions  in  America : 


i 


* 


Hippodrome,  Lyric,  Casino, 
Daly s,  Lew  Fields,  Herald 
Square  and  Princess  Thea- 
tres, New  York. 

Garrick  Theatre,  Chicago. 

Lyric  Theatre,  Philadelphia. 

Shubert  Theatre,  Brooklyn. 

Belasco  Theatre,  Washing- 
ton. 

Belasco  Theatre,  Pittsburg. 

Shubert  Theatre,  Newark. 

Shubert  Theatre,  Utica. 

Grand  Opera  House,  Syra- 
cuse. 

Baker  Theatre,  Rochester. 

Opera  House,  Providence. 

Worcester  Theatre,  Worces- 
ter. 

Hyperion  Theatre,  New 
Haven. 

Lyceum  Theatre,  Buffalo. 

Colonial  Theatre,  Cleveland. 

Rand's  Opera  House,  Troy. 

Garrick  Theatre,  St.  Louis. 

Sam  S.  Shubert  Theatre, 
Norfolk,  Va. 

Shubert  Theatre,  Columbus. 

Lyric,  Cincinnati. 


Mary     Anderson     Theatre, 
Louisville. 

New    Theatre,     Richmond., 
Va. 

New  Theatre,  Lexington,  Ky. 

New  Theatre,  Mobile. 

New  Theatre,  Atlanta. 

Shubert    Theatre,    Milwau- 
kee. 
Lyric  Theatre,  New  Orleans. 

New       Marlowe       Theatre, 
Chattanooga. 

New  Theatre,  Detroit. 

Grand   Opera    House,   Dav- 
enport, Iowa. 

New  Theatre,  Toronto." 

New  Sothern  Theatre,  Den- 
ver. 

Sam    S.     Shubert    Theatre, 
Kansas  City. 

Majestic  Theatre,    Los   An- 
geles. 

Belasco  Theatre,  Portland. 

Shubert  Theatre,  Seattle. 

Majestic  Theatre,  San  Fran- 
cisco. 

E.  H.  Sothern  &  Julia  Mar- 
lowe in  repertoire. 


Margaret  Anglin  and  Henry  *  Shore  Acres." 

Miller.  _      .    ,,         .     I(lrt.     „,,.. 

Louis  Mann  m  "The  White 
Virginia  Harned.  Hen." 

Mary  Mannering  in  «  Glori-  M  The  Road  to  yesterday." 
ous  Betsy." 

Mme.  Alia  Nazimova. 


Thos.    W.    Ross   in    "The 
Other  Girl." 

Cecelia  Loftus. 

Clara  Bloodgood. 

Blanche  Ring. 

Alexander  Carr. 

Digby  Bell. 

1  "The     Girl     Behind     the 
Counter." 

"The  Light  Eternal.* 

"The  Snow  Man." 


Henry  Woodruff  in  "  Brown 
of  Harvard." 

"The  Secret  Orchard,"  by 
Channing  Pollock. 

De  Wolf  Hopper  in   "Hap- 
pyland." 

Eddie  Foy  in  "  The  Orchid." 

Marguerite  Clark,  in  a  new 
opera. 

"The    Social  Whirl,"  with 
Chas.  J.  Rosi. 

James  T.  Powers  in  "The 
Blue  Moon." 


Blanche  Bates  in  "  The  Girl     Bertha  Kalich. 

from  the  Golden  West."         «<i,eah  Kleschna." 
David    Warfield    in    "The 

Music  Master." 

"  The  Rose  of  the  Rancho," 
with  Rose  Starr. 


"The  Man  on  the  Box." 


Harrison    Gray    Fiske's 
attractions. 

Mrs.   Fiske  in   "The    New 
York  Idea." 


Cyril  Scott  in  "  The  Prince 
Chap." 

"  Mrs.  Temple's  Telegram." 

"The  Three  of  Us." 


You  cannot  go  wrong  in  selecting  one  of 
these  play-houses  for  an  evening's  entertain- 
ment in  whatever  city  you  may  happen  to  be. 


i 


BOOKS  YOU  MVST  READ 
SOONER.   OR   LATER 


New  Book  by  the  Author  of 

A  Girl  and  the  Devil ! 


We  beg  to  announce  for  autumn  a  new  novel  from 
the  pen  of  Jeannette  Llewellyn  Edwards,  entitled 

LOVE  IN  THE  TROPICS 

The  scene  of  Miss  Edwards'  new  work  is  laid  in 
strange  lands,  and  a  treat  may  be  confidently  prom-' 
lsed  the  wide  reading  public  whose  interest  in  her  first 
book  has  caused  it  to  run  through  over  a  dozen  editions. 

••LOVE  IN  THE  TROPICS" 

built  be   ready   about  ^fcdember  1,  and 
particular*  built  be  duty  announced*; 


*" 


The  New  Womanhood 

By  Winnifred  H.  Cooley. 

$1.25. 

.No  more" original,  striking  and  brilliant  treatiseTon 
the  subject  indicated  by  the  title  has  been  given  the 
vast  public  which  is  watching  the  widening  of  woman's 
sphere.  Mrs.  Cooley  is  a  lecturer  and  writer  of  manyi 
years  experience ;  she  is  in  the  vanguard  of  the  move- 
ment and  no  one  is  better  qualified  to  sjjeak  to  the  great 
heart  of  womankind, 

.     a. p      »i  »i— — wmmmmmm mmm  i    ■■iirnn  &i 


BOOKS  YOU  MUST  READ 
SOONER   OR   LATER 


Why  Jtot  Order  JVotv  ? 


Evelyn 

LATStory7of  the  "West  and  the  FarTEast^ 

By  Mrs.  Ansel  Oppen  hei  m. 

4  Illus.    $1.50* 

Limited  edition  in  leather,  $2.00. 

y  ■         -  k , 

\Ta*  prtsa  Has  spoken  of  this  book  with  unqualified  terms  of  onil*v 


The  L&st  of  the  Cavaliers 

By~  N,  J.  Floyd.. 

g  Drawings  and  Author's  Photo} 

$1.50. 

|**NeTisriser  or  more  brilliant  pen  has  told  the  story  ~bfj 
,tJ&jmGbM  War  than  Capt.  Floyd's ;  no  woric  more  thrflftng 
,  simply  as  a  romance  has  recently  been  within  the  reach 
of  book-*overa" 


Books  for  "The  Battle 
of  Life"      <£      <£      <£ 

The  Instrument  Tuned 

By  Rosa  Birch  Hitt 

Teaches  how  to  regulate  your  physical  system  by 

thought  influences;  how  to  get  clear  of  nervousness, 

restlessness    and    disease    by    learning   to    think 

health.     Full  of  the  newest  ideas  of  the  great  New 

Thought. 

$1.00,  postpaid 

William  ricKinley 

A  Biography 

By  A*  Elwood  Corning; 

What  greater  incentive  and  inspiration  to  success 
than  the  life  of  the  great  martyr-president  I  He 
rose  from  the  humblest  beginnings  —  and  the 
memoir  is  written  especially  for  men  and  women 
who  are  ' '  fighting  their  way. " 

Fully  illustrated  j  gold;  $J.25 


BROADWAY  PUBLISHING  CO. 

835  Broadway,  New  York. 


GREY  DAWN  REFLECTIONS 

BY  VIRGINIA  BEALE  LECKIE 

This  clever  Washington  girl  has  come  close  to 
writing  the  wittiest  and  brightest  book  of  epigrams 
that  has  appeared  in  this  epigram-mad  age,  A  few 
samples : 

A  friend  lies  for— an  enemy  about — and  a  wife  with — you. 
If  your   grandfather   made  it   in   pigs   you   have  a   perfect 
right  to  look  haughty  when  pork  is  served. 

A  married  woman's  troubled  look  at  3  A.  M.  is  not  so  much 
due  to  worrying  "if"  as  to  "how"  he  will  come  home. 

The  majority  of  women  lay  the  first  misstep  to  Cupid ;  some 
to  the  man;  but  it  is  a  fact,  if  open  to  criticism,  that  curiosity 
and  the  opportunity  are  often  to  blame. 

Printed  on  grey  antique  paper.  Cover  in  grey? 
red,  green  and  gold.  Marginal  decorations  in  color. 
Frontis  medallion  portrait  of  author  in  red*  sepia  and 
gold.     Post-paid,  $1.00. 

JB@~What  daintier  holiday  gift  for  your  HIM  er 
HER? 


BROADWAY  PUBLISHING   CO. 
835       BROADWAY,       NEW      YORK 
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BOOKS  YOV  MUST  READ 
SOONER    OR    LATER 


Told  8wt  Twflight 

By  Eva  Browne.' 

^ATdelightful  collection  of  stories  and  poems! 

{Author's  photo,) 

$ix»., 


\ 
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Job  Trotter 

Bv^SvLVESTEa  Field.) 
50c. 

^unique  work,  proving  that  the  "earthly  paradise" 
Of  the  colored  race  is  Africa,  This  book  is  decidedly 
the  best  work  that  has  yet  appeared  on  Jhe  subject/ 


The  Sit%  of  Ignorance 

Bv  Henrietta  Siegel. 

$1.00., 

An  exceedingly  clever  story,  by  a  New  York  girl,  who 
r  .pictures  with  a  fearless  hand  the  domesticjntsery  result*. 
^[>$r0in -drink  and  dissipation.; 

(4  special  dtawinyj.') 


BOOKS  YOV  NVST  READ 
SOONER    OR    LATER 

SOME  MEN  PAY 

Ten  thousand  dollars  for  an  expert  to  manage  their  adver- 
tising. There  are  others  who  pay  TWO  DOLLARS  for  an  annual 
subscription  to  Printers  Ink— the  leading  journal  for  adver- 
tisers and  business  men,  published  every  Wednesday — and  learn 
what  all  the  advertisers  are  thinking  ?bout.  But  even  these  are 
not  the  extremes  reached.  There  are  raer  who  lose  over 
J"),000  a  year  by  doing  neither  one. 


Young  men  and  women  who  have  adn  ambition  to  better  their 
business  by  acquiring  a  thorough  knowledge  of  advertising,  and 
who  wish  to  become  proficient  in  the  art  of  writing  advertisments, 
are  invited  to  send  me  one  dollar  for  a  Six  months'  TRIAL 
SUBSCRIPTION  to  Printer's  Ink  and  such  information  as  they 
may  care  to  ask.     Sample  copy  free.    Address 


Printers'  Ink  Publishing  Co. 

JO  SPRUCE  ST.,  NEW  YORK. 


BETWEEN  THE  LINES 

VIOLA  T.  MAXIMA 

Cloth,  12mo.  Dainty  in  style,  thrilling  in  contents  .    $1.00 
This  is  a  story  on  the  always  interesting  subject  of  an  unfort- 
unate  marriage;  a  story  of  pique  and  lost  opportunity. 

Broadway  Publishing  Company, 

835  Broadway,  New  York. 
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S  0  ONER   OR  L ATE R 


Llewellyn 

A  NOVEL 

By  Hadley  S.  Kimberliko:; 

Cbth.    $1.50. 
'5  Illustrations  by  S.  Klarr: 

Here  is  a  story  whose  artistic  realism  will  appeal  to 
everyone,  while  its  distinction  as  a  serious  novel  is  made 
evident  by  its  clever  analysis,  sparkling  dialogue  and 
thrilling  and  powerful  situations.  .  "Llewellyn'^will^win 
all  hearts  by  her  purity  and  charm./ 


Sdwtai\  of  the  Modern  World 

By  E..G.  Doyen.. 

J2mo,  cloth,. handsomely  produced. 

$1.50.; 

The  Sitle  of  this  book  will  arouse  curiosity,  and  its 
brilliant  contents  will  fullyjreward  the  wide  public, which 
it  will  reach., 


A  Missouriarv*s  Honor 

By  W.  W.  Arnold^ 

XTloth,  i2mo.    $1.00, 

tj  Illustrations.. 
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